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was a sort of den of thieves, where the men were all
apaches drawing a knife on the slightest provocation
and treating their women rough. He had heard of
the Folies Bergere where, he said, the women were all
nude and therefore immoral. So he had come all
prepared to face the battle of life, with full instruct-
ions from home as to what he should do and what he
should avoid. I could therefore do nothing for him.
Weeks later I ran into him in London and asked him
whether Paris had been so dreadful after all. Yes, it
had; but it was one of his own countrymen who had
led him up the garden path. In the guise of the Good
Samaritan, he accosted my friend at the station,
offering to help a fellow countryman, and in a quar-
ter of an hour had put him into a small hotel in a
shady quarter of the French capital. He had fallen
in the one trap he had least suspected. Later that
night when he returned from his bath, he found in
his room an uninvited guest sprawling on his bed, her
flimsy neglige revealing a form which though he
knew to be dangerous, was, he confessed, "quite
luscious/' It was like a French postcard come true.
He managed to get rid of her, but not without
difficulty and some substantial damage to his pocket,
for in addition to what he gave her, she had helped
herself to his railway ticket, his gold watch and his
diamond ring. He told his story and felt pleased
with himself, for from his point of view he had got
off cheaply.